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Her Majesty has spoilt her stomach." This literal translation of a German idiom (hat sich den Magen verdorben) which implied that the Empress was suffering from indigestion, so amused the Prince of Wales that he gave way to uncontrolled laughter, in which the gentle Empress shared in spite of the fact that she was that evening so evidently far from well.
This was the last time I saw her. She died in August of the following year.
It was shortly before the Boer War that we arrived in the German capital. With a joie de vivre not yet tempered by years of diplomacy, I extracted the maximum of amusement out of every day we spent there, and at that time Berlin was quite a gay city, though not so smart as the Kaiser would have wished. He realized, I think, that there was between Berlin and Paris, or London, all the difference that there is between beer and champagne. He would have loved to top German thoroughness with a little naughty Gallic froth! Personally, I found him charming. He was in mourning then for his wife's mother, and we on our side were also in Court mourning, so that neither the Court nor the Embassy could entertain or see anything of society. But it was possible for the Emperor to come alone to a " family " Embassy, even though he was in mourning, so it happened that he often dined quite informally with his dear friend, Sir Frank Lascelles, our delightful chief.
I remember the commotion caused on one of these occasions by the fact that the combined knife and fork which he manipulated with one hand at table had been left behind. It had to be sent for to the Palace, and, to the dismay of all present, he let the sparks fly, upbraiding his equerry for his forgetfmlness.BERLIN                             43
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